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on a barren wasteland, to see how a whole town was
planned, how labor on a large scale was controlled,
how health schemes were evolved and how, in a forlorn
part of the world, a community, almost isolated, could
live self-contained. Jamshedpur had its own water, light
and electric plants, its own railway which measured
mofe than 150 miles, its own farms, its own life, even
its own ideals. It seemed a much happier spot than the
industrial towns in the north of England which I had
seen. There were no bread lines, no unemployment,,
no epidemics of death or disease, no frustration of ef-
fort, no barriers of caste, creed or religion, Jamshedpur
knew little of the struggle of industrial communities
in other parts of the world. It was a homogeneous place
in which were to be found the pillars of industry, af-
fectionately supported by those who were only the nuts
and bolts.
Jamshedpur had its own social life. The parties in
private homes were mostly stag and the high-watermark
of social life was the poker game each evening.
The women of any consequence in Jamshedpur num-
berecl only three. They were wives of officials in the
steel company. The others whom I saw were tall strap-
ping tribeswomen with their white 5am thrown casu-
ally over their naked breasts, wearing their hair in
Edwardian style as was the custom of the tribe. The
carrying of loads had made these women strong and
there was rugged beauty in their dark-brown, well-
shaped, half-naked bodies.
When night fell, Jamshedpur was an unforgettable
sight. As I stood on a ridge and looked at the rich glow
of the steel furnaces against the background of the
black night, it was a thrilling sight. The skeleton of the
structure produced an image of strength. The smoke